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FEEDING TIME 

In northern lands of ice and snow 

R Inhabited by Esquimaux, 

Where great white bears a-hunting go, 

I f.f^~i No less than in the torrid spots 

fe^ Which kindly circumstance allots 

^/\.fi ] To the untrousered Hottentots, 

«», _^: r Wild creatures, singly and in flocks, 

■^^ I Frequent the trees, the air, the rocks. 

And creep inside the traveller^ socks. 

And some of them are here displayed, 
The pachyderm, the plantigrade. 
And fowls like Solomon arrayed ; 

Each with some private charm indued. 
This quaintly formed, that brightly hued— 
But gluttons, one and all, for food. 

Yea, stranger, as you muse in awe 

On the inexorable law 

Of Nature, red iti tooth and claw. 

Know that each wing unfurled in flight, 
Each cry of anger or delight 
Augments the creature's appetite. 

And whence shall come the dross to pay 
For tons of fish and stacks of hay, 
And horses fallen by the way ; 

The nuts on which the monkeys thrive. 
The python's ox {devoured alive) 
Whose cost is quite prohibitive ? 

Then, stranger, let your purse strings ope 
Revive the fainting antelope. 
And fill the elephant with hope ; 

Nor doubt the humble bob you spend 
Brightens the mandrill's latter end. 
Or makes the apteryx your friend. 



/^' 
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AUTHOR'S FOREWORD 

Ther» is a maxim current among zoological enthusiasts 
that you must not look a gift leopard in the spots. The 
rule holds good whether the leopard is the gift or whether 
the price is the real guerdon, the leopard being merely a sort 
of luckpenny. The purchaser of this modest volume may or 
may not get a shilUng's worth of amusement out of it. 
That is a matter of minor importance. The essential thing 
is that the " Zoo " gets his shilling. If he is a Dublin man 
it is probably but one of many shillings that he has in the 
past forgotten to contribute to an institution which is ad- 
mitted to be the crowning glory of his native city. If we 
took his shilling and said no more about it he would be 
compounding his moral indebtedness to us for about ten 
cents in the dollar. This instructive and amusing volume 
that we add unto him is in the nature of coals of fire heaped 
upon his hitherto neglectful head. These " monuments of 
the author's brass," as Horace has it, were written over a 
long period of years and commemorate friends furred, 
feathered, and scaly, in many places. The bulk of them 
appeared in Punch at one time or another, and my thanks 
are due to Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew, Ltd., for permission 
to republish them. As literature they may not be worthy 
of the cause they represent, yet if they breathe, as I hope 
they do, the true spirit of the Perfect Zoophile they may in 
addition to beguiling the public's shillings bring a few valued 
converts into the fold. 

C. H. Bretherton 
(Algol) 



Dublin, December ist, 1919. 
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THE ZOO 

When April dries the ready tear, 

And greets the world with smiling air ; 

When, in a word, the weather's clear, 
And I've an afternoon to spare, 

I love to spend an hour or two 

Observing Nature at the Zoo. 

It lends the intellectual mind 

A wider speculative range. 
To see on every side confined 

Wild creatures, wonderful and strange, 
Each, as Professor Darwin proved, 
Man's cousin once or twice removed. 

Touched by some antic that betrays 

The beasts' affinity to man. 
One visitor will hymn the praise 

Of Nature's well-perfected plan. 
Another urge in jocund tones. 
Similitudes to Brown or Jones. 

I have remarked a stoutish gent 
Observing to the Chimpanzee, 

" But for a natural accident 

I had been you, my friend, you me." 

The ape, unskilled in fancy's flights, 

Pursued the search for parasites. 
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Myself, I own, am not infused 
With proper scientific awe ; 

I simply go to be amused, 
To heave the well-provoked guffaw 

At the unconscious but absurd 

Appearance of some beast or bird. 



Armed with a bag of cast-off buns 
I roam from cage to cage at will, 

And offer tit-bits to the ones 

I like, and those I don't get nil ; 

And that profound but testy wag, 

The Dromedary, gets the bag. 



I love to watch the restless run, 
The look of anxious unconcern. 

With which the captive next but one 
Impatiently awaits his turn ; 

Just such a look as Counsel wears 

When briefs are coming up the stairs. 



I rather like the Hartebeest, 
He wears a melancholy air, 

A countenance sublimely triste, 

As one who finds the world a snare 

And yet the creature seems imbued 

With quite an appetite for food ! 

I'm fond of Tom, the Piping Crow, 
His sense of humour never fails ; 

You'll see him any time you go 
Pulling the parrots by their tails. 

Or gnawing with consummate joy 

Some too demonstrative small boy. 



Another favourite of mine's 
The Hippopotamus, a beast 

Of solid parts, who when he dines 
Consumes a stack of hay at least ; 

He seems to take an obvious pride 

In having so much room inside. 



But there, one has so many friends 
Alike in feather and in fur, 

Some that perform for private ends. 
And some when sixpences occur, 

That one might warble on for aye. 

And still have several things to say. 



July 1905. 
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TO AN INFANT APE 

Young William, when a week or two ago 

Your infant lips pronounced their primal crow ; 

When, carefully washed and brought outside to dry, 

The precincts loomed on your expectant eye, 

Just at the moment, enterprising elf. 

No one was more astonished than yourself. 

No spicy nut grove sighing in the breeze. 

No playmates pendant from adjoining trees. 

No maiden aunts in whose exiguous fur 

Fleet parasites should properly occur,' 

No coconuts were there, no ripe banana 

Wherewith to pound your fellow Quadrumana, 

No Amazonian glade whose fastness woos 

The spider monkey's pensive-eyed papoose, 

The while his parents pulverize the rash 

Intruder with the well-timed calabash ; 

No ruined temple where the himgry Kaa 

Swallows the baby Bandar-log's papa — 

Nought (though a vague uncertainty anent 

The species you propose to represent 

Compels this careful pen to introduce 

A background broad but just a trifle loose) 
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Nought — ^to conclude the phrase — could you detect 

Such as a new-laid monkey might expect ; 

Instead a view incomparably triste, a 

Momentous dullness occupied the vista. 

Yonder across the intervening space 

A languid stork exploits his amorous grace, 

While close at hand unsavoury pens confine 

The prickly but innocuous porcupine. 

About thy cage the vulgar human tribe 

Pronounce the wheeze and urge the ill-bred gibe, 

Turn up their noses if thy ways displease, 

Or smile at thy adhesive properties, 

Or criticize thy looks, while one small creature 

Says, " Lor, Eliza, ain't it just hke teacher ! " 



Well mayst thou view with ill-concealed disgust 
The casual refuse charitably thrust 
Under thy nose — the unromantic rusk. 
The orange's unappetising husk ; 
Well may it irk when youths with shiny faces 
Prod thee with walking-sticks in tender places. 
Yet are there compensations to thy lot, 
Evils that men endure and monkeys not. 
Recurring troubles which the captive ape 
Is fortunately able to escape. 
No anxious crowd of fashion's hierophants 
Await for thee the dernier cri in pants ; 
Thou wilt not suffer apprehension lest 
The art cravat should mar the fancy vest ; 
At thy devoted head no matron hurls 
Her seven charming (and unmarried) girls ; 
On thee no Bridge-distracted female rounds 
For going " hearts " on insufficient grounds ; 
No motor bus from which you strive in vain, 
Once having mounted, to descend again, 
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Shatters your nerves, nor will you be annoyed 

By the existence of the unemployed. 

Here will you sit with calm abstracted mien, 

Your face well nourished and your mind serene, 

Nor stir at all save haply to ensnare 

Some passing toque, or dubious tuft of hair ; 

Here you will live admired by every eye. 

And they will duly stuff you when you die. 

Really, I think (there, there, my son, don't bawl). 

You haven't done so badly after all. 

February 1906. 



^ A scientific friend assures me that this couplet involves a libel on the 
fair fame of the Simian race, that while Science recognises the existence of a 
human flea as well as kindred Pulicidae indigenous to such domestic creatures 
as the dog, the cat and the fowl, research has so far failed to discover a 
monkey flea. It is high time that some tongue spoke in vindication of our 
poor relations who cannot speak for themselves, even at the cost of accentu- 
ating the too well established fact that Nature is a place where every prospect 
pleases and only man is vile. 

C. H. B. 
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TO A CAGED BEAR AT THE BRIGHTON 
AQUARIUM 

Ephrim — for such the trivial name 

Thy race familiarly was dealt, 
What time " Old Jake's " unerring aim 

Probed thine invaluable pelt, 

What time, inspired by Manville Fenn, 
I stalked thee in my dreams and slew 

The beetling moose, or, one to ten. 
Outclassed the hair-compelling Sioux — 

Most pensive Bruin, I descry 
Thy presence with profound regret. 

This bosom weeps for thee, this eye 
Is sympathetically wet. 

Pent in yon dark Cimmerian den 

Thou liest in enforced repose ; 
A barren wall obscures thy ken. 

Odours of fish assail thy nose. 
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The crowd moves by, but thou art banned, 

An object of delight to none ; 
No smiles encourage thee, no hand 

Confers the unexpected bun. 

And lo ! as though to point the jest, 
A board confronts the empty air, 

Bearing the humorous request 

" Please not to irritate the bear ! " 



Oh, I have seen in many lands 
Bears of all sorts and divers hues : 

Bears that performed with gipsy bands. 
And some immured in alien Zoos. 



Some crawled up mercenary poles. 
While others stood upon their head ; 

All seemed profoundly cheerful souls. 
And not a few were overfed. 



Thou only, friendless and apart, 
Sitting disconsolate dost brood 

Alike on man's unfeeling heart. 
And the prevailing dearth of food. 

And many a dream-bom vision racks 
Thine uncommunicative breast 

With thoughts of old frequented tracks 
Down the dim canons of the West. 

Out yonder where the setting sun 
Leaves Tallac's rugged slopes aglow. 

Painting with silver, grey and dun, 
The shadowed deeps of Lake Tahoe, 
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Thou and a brother ball of fur 

Roamed through the woods in cubsome glee, 
Watched with maternal care by her 

Whose family you chanced to be ; 

Chased the white-footed mouse among 
The Autumn leaves, or in the quest 

Of toothsome eatables got stung 
By the ferocious bee his nest ; 

Fished in the shallow streams for trout, 
With eager paws, or from the ground 

Extracted with unerring snout 
Roots of a succulence profound. 

Then came the fatal day when fired 
By pickled pork and hunger's thrall 

Thine unsuspecting Ma expired 
Beneath the log-trap's deadly fall, 

And monsters seized on thee and him, 
Thy brother James, and full of care 

Thou wast to exile sent, but Jim 

Fosters the growth of backward hair. 

Bruin, farewell ! I fain would stay 
And o'er thy wrongs conjointly weep. 

But hunger bids me haste away : 
I note besides that thou'rt asleep. 

Yet may it still be mine to make 
Thy tedious lot a shade less hard : 

Accept this slice of currant cake 
As token of my deep regard. 

October 1906. 
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TO METHUSELAH 

One of the giant tortoises at the Zoo is supposed to be about 400 years 
old. During his winter retirement the authorities are sometimes in doubt 
as to whether he is dead or merely asleep. — London Paper. 

When the hounds of Spring are on Winter's traces, 

The Mother of Maybugs in Regent's Park 
Fills the dens and the dingy places 
With birds that babble and beasts that bark. 
And the old buck ostrich amorous 
Leaps for love of the Platypus, 
And the rutting ruminant paws and paces 
His doeless prison from dawn till dark. 

Come from the hole where the dark days drew thee, 

Wake, Methuselah ! Wag thy tail ! 
Sniff the snare of the winds that woo thee, 
Sun-kissed cabbage and sea-blown kale. 
To the salted breath of the sea-bear's grot 
And the low sweet laugh of the hippopot 
Wake, for thy devotees can't undo thee 
To see if thou really art live and hale. 

Leap to life, as the leaping squirrel 

Flies in fear of the squirming skink ; 
Gladden the heart of thy keeper, Tyrrell ; 
Give Mr. Pocock a friendly wink ! 
Flap thy flippers, O thou most fleet. 
As once in joyance of things to eat ; 
Bid us note that thou still art virile, 
And not imbibing at Lethe's brink. 



Art thou sleeping, and wilt thou waken ? 
Hast thou passed to the Great Beyond, 
Where the Arctic Auk and the cavernous Kraken 
Frisk and footle with all things fond ; 
Where the Dodo fowl and the great Dinornis 
Roost with the Roc and the Aepyornis, 
Where the dew drips down from the tree-fern shaken 
As the Pismire patters through flower and frond ? 




Art thou sleeping, adream of orgies 

In sandy coves of the Seychelle Isles, 
Or where in warm Galapagos gorges 
The ocean echoes for miles and miles ? 

Of sun-warmed wastes where the wind sonorous 
Roared again to thy full-mouthed chorus, 
Far from bibulous Bills and Georges 
That smack thee rudely with ribald smiles ? 



Dost thou dream how, a trifling tortoise, 

The hot sun hatched thee in shifting sand. 
Before the wrongs that the Roundheads wrought us 
Set Oliver Cromwell to rule thq land ? 

Of an early courtship, when Pym and his carls 
Were making things lively for good King Charles ? 
Not one left of them ! Exit sortus 
(Horace), but thou art still on hand. 



Grant, thou monarch of eld, a token 

Of blood new-fired with the fire of Spring ; 
For the crowbar's bent and the pickaxe broken 
With which we endeavoured to " knock and ring." 
At the warm love-thrill of the Spring's behest 
That biddeth the mating bird to nest, 
Wake to the word that the wind hath spoken, 
Wake, old sportsman, and have thy fling ! 



March 191 1. 
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TO A DEAR DEPARTED 

Georgina, the largest of the giant tortoises at the Zoo, has died. She was 
believed to be about 250 years old. — London Paper. 

Winds blow cold and the rain, Georgina, 

Beats and gurgles on roof and pane ; 
Over the Gardens that once were green a 
Shadow stoops and is gone again ; 
Only a sob in the wild swine's squeal, 
Only the bark of the plunging seal, 
Only the laugh of the striped hyaena 
Muffled with poignant pain. 

Long ago in the mad, glad May days, 
Woo'd I one who was with us still'; 
Bade him wake to the world's blithe heydays. 
Leap in joyance and eat his fill ; 

Sang I sweet as the bright-billed ousel a 
Paean of praise for thy pal, Methuselah. 
Ah ! he too in the Winter's grey days 
Died of the usual chill. 

He was old when the Reaper beckoned. 
Ripe for the paying of Nature's debt ; 
Twenty score — if he'd lived a second — 
Years had flown, but he lingered yet ; 
But you had gladdened this vale of tears 
For a bare two hundred and fifty years ; 
You, Georgina, we always reckoned 
One of the younger set. 
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Winter's cold and the influenza 

Wreaked and ravaged the ranks among ; 
Bills that babbled a gay cadenza, 

Snouts that snuffled and claws that clung — 
Now they whistle and root and run 
In Happy Valleys beyond the sun ; 
Never back to the ponds and pens a 
Sigh of regret is flung. 

Flaming parrots and pink flamingoes, 

Birds of Paradise, frail as fair ; 
Monkeys talking a hundred lingoes, 
Ring-tailed lemur and Polar bear — 
Somehow our grief was not profound 
When they passed to the Happy Hunting Ground ; 
Deer and ducks and yellow dog dingoes 
Croaked, but we did not care. 



But you — ah, you were our pride, our treasure. 

Care-free child of a kingly race. 
Undemonstrative ? Yes, in a measure. 
But every movement replete with grace. 
Whiles we mocked at the monkey's tricks 
Or pored apart on the apteryx ; 
These could yield but a passing pleasure ; 
Yours was the primal place. 

How our httle ones' hearts would flutter 
When your intelligent eye peeped out. 
Saying as plainly as words could utter, 
" Hurry up with that Brussels-sprout ! " 
How we chortled with simple joy 
When you bit that impudent errand-boy ; 
" That'll teach him," we heard you mutter, 
" Whether I've got the gout." 
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Fairest, rarest in all the Zoo, you 

Bound us tight in affection's bond ; 
Now you're gone from the friends that knew you. 
Wails the whaup in the Wader's Pond ; 
Wails the whaup and the seamews keen a 
Song of sorrow ; but you, Georgina, 
Frisk for ever where warm winds woo you. 
There, in the Great Beyond. 

February 191 9. 

' See '*To Methusaleh," above 




23 



TO JINGO ON HIS DEPARTURE FOR AMERICA' 

Farewell ! Majestic exile ! Twenty years 

Have seen thee brandishing those awful ears 

For British buns ; have marked thee day by day, 

Consume thy ton or so of British hay. 

And year by year the youngsters of our race 

Have roamed each crevice in thine outer case, 

Or (having first concealed the same in cake) 

Plied thee with pins to make thy stomach ache. 

And maiden ladies whose maturer age 

Forbids the louder forms of badinage 

Have knit thee woollen waistcoats all complete, 

And carpet slippers for thy weary feet. 

And we have learned to love thee and to brood 

On thine immeasurable magnitude, 

Have learned to deem the ape's elusive guile 

Less lovely than thy bun-compelling smile. 

And thou must go ! Thy masters, men of cold, 
Unfeeling breasts agog for Yankee gold. 
Lashed by the satire of the Daily Mail, 
Have put thee up for ignominious sale ! 
And ruthless ruffians, redolent of ale. 
Shall twist thee rudely by the speaking tail. 
Shall bear thee hence, cribb'd, cabin'd and confined. 
Or pushed by traction engines from behind. 
Across the broad Atlantic thou must go 
To be the apex of a travelling show. 
The loved of young America, the pride 
Of strident millions on the other side. 
24 



Last of old London's landmarks, fare thee well ! 
Shall we again behold thee ? None can tell. 
Will thou a home with Pierpont Morgan find 
(Himself, like thee, the biggest of his kind) 
Or in the intervening ocean sink, 
Or simply pine away, or take to drink, 
Or sit hke Jumbo on a passing train ? 
Then may we never welcome thee again ! 
Never review thy mass with pensive brow, 
And murmur with emotion, " This was Thou." 

November 1903. 




1 When I was a very small boy, Jingo, then a proportionately small 
elephant, played the premier role in one of those youthful tragedies that 
leave their mark on us in after life. It was my first visit to the London Zoo, 
and my father had given me a large bag of buns, some of which I had ear- 
marked for personal consumption. Moved by Jingo's supplicating trunk I 
was in the act of extracting a bun from the bag when I suddenly felt the 
latter being firmly removed from my grasp. I looked up just in time to see 
the whole lot, paper and all, disappearing down Jingo's infant but compara- 
tively commodious throat. It was borne in on me then for the first, but by 
no means for the last time, that all living organisms, human beings included, 
are divided into two classes, the snatchers and the snatched from, and that 
life consists largely of a futile effort to abandon the latter and enter the former 
class. Jingo having become temperamental in maturity was sold to an 
American showman, but died on his way across the Atlantic, 

C. H. B. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF CHLOE 



The loss of Chloe, the second of the two young gorillas recently pur- 
chased by the Zoological Society, is very disheartening, — Daily Paper . 



Dear Chloe, when I muse apart 

On my delight in thee, 
'Twas not thy looks that won my heart, 

Thy matchless symmetric ; 
These earned the just acclaims of Art, 

But they were nought to me. 



Perchance thy rude exterior rind 
Retained the public eye ; 

Such antics as the monkey kind 
Consistently supply ; 

For me the beauties of the mind 
Alone could signify. 



To me thy small pathetic face. 

Thy meditative air. 
Revealed a soul replete with grace 

And innocently fair ; 
And ah ! methinks I marked a trace 

Of prescient sorrow there ! 
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And thou art dead ! and gone, alas, 

Where good gorillas go ; 
Fate (which removed young Lycidas) 

Has Ukewise laid thee low : 
He must possess a heart of brass 

Who does not feel the blow. 



Thee too disease's fatal scourge 

Enveloped like a flame, 
And I, who once had hoped to urge 

Thy private claims to fame. 
Now pen a melancholy dirge 

Beneath thy luckless name. 



Farewell, poor beast ! no more thou'lt win 

The popular applause 
By snatching bonnets placed within 

The reach of agile paws. 
And making off amid the din 

Of underbred guffaws. 



No more the errant flea thou'lt seek 

Amid the alien fur. 
Or pouch within the ample cheek 

Such foodstufis as occur, 
Or grab at some young babe and tweak 

The nose of him (or her). 



Thee matrons shall no more insult 
With hard umbrella ends ; 

No more shall thy dear face exult 
In nuts of various blends, 

As once, before the sixteenth ult. 
Dawned on thy stricken friends. 
27 



For thou hast sought the shadow land 

Where no chill airs assail ; 
Dost gambol with a brother-band 

About some ghostly vale ; 
And Venus holds thee by the hand ; 

(She cannot hold thy tail !) 

And thou, like others of thy race, 

Dost sadly question why 
Thy captors haled thee to a place 

Where thou wast doomed to die ; 
And thou dost deem their conduct base, 

And, Chloe, so do I ! 

September 1904. 
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TO AN OLD FRIEND 



The rhinoceros, Jim, the Zoo's oldest inhabitant, has joined the great 
majority. — Daily Paper. 

Time flies apace, and Death makes many claims ; 

Old favourites vanish, giving place to new ; 
But this was hardly what we looked for, James, 

From you. 

For fifty years we'd pored upon your slow 

But sportive gait, your mirth-provoking eye ; 
Nobody ever dreamt that you would go 

And die. 



For fifty years our doting little ones 

Had loved the generous air that round you clings ; 
You were their prime receptacle for buns 

And things. 

Jumbo has gone to glory, smashing trains ' ; 

Jingo has vanished in the briny deep ; 
E'en Hannibal has laid his old remains 

To sleep. 

Giraffes, tarantulas and chimpanzees 

Arrived and perished in our alien clime. 
But you we deemed as proof against disease 

Andj^time. 
29 



But now we come, and lo ! you're vanished too ; 

Empty the cage you used to gambol in ; 
Only by paying sixpence may we view 

Your skin ! 



Farewell, old friend, your smile was very dear : 

Fate calls, alas ! what is there left to do 
But wish a freer, happier New Year 

To you ? 
December 1904. 




1 London's largest and most historic elephant. He was sold by the Zoo- 
logical Society to Barnum, and the reader, if he is old enough, may 
remember the rhyme which commemorated the occasion : 
Jumbo said to Alice, " I love you," 
Alice said to Jumbo, "I don't believe you do. 
For if you really loved me as you say you do, 
You wouldn't go to Yankeeland and leave me at the Zoo ! " 
Jumbo was killed in an altercation with a freight train on the Chicago, 
Burlington, and Quincy Railroad. It was freely hinted that the train didn't 
fight fair, and for a while Anglo-American relations were considerably 
embittered by the incident. 

C. H. B. 
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TO OUR BROTHER APE 

The wage-earning capacity of a well-trained performing ape runs well 
into four figures. — London Pafer. 

Ye hairy sprites that through the tropic scrub 
Do dodge the native's well-directed club, 
Or tail to tail in amorous festoons 
Traverse the Amazon's remote lagoons ; 
Whose nimble fingers, undeterred by oaths. 
Nightly remove the traveller's underclothes, 
Or pinch his boots, or mirthfully insert 
The quivering centipede within his shirt ; 
And ye sublime but comatose baboons 
That haunt the foothills of the Cameroons, 
Whose manners bear the undisputed brand 
That marks the subjects of the Fatherland ; 
And all ye other monkeys, brown and black. 
Ape, Guenon, Langur, Gibbon and Macacque, 
Orang Utang, Gorilla, Chimpanzee, 
Desert the spruit and leave your native tree, 
And come to London town, where we assure you 
Fortune and Fame are waiting to allure you. 
Don the insignia of performing apes. 
And woo the Million with assorted japes. 
Grasping with rude but apprehending mind 
The nobler arts that dignify mankind. 
Take to a pipe, assume a taste for bitter, 
And learn to play the banjo or the zither ; 
Wear fancy waistcoats, ride a motor bike. 
Sing comic songs, do anything you like, 
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Only arrive, and lo ! to watch your feats 

The curious throng will crowd the cheaper seats ; 

Ay, not a man in London but is willing, 

Foregoing lunch, to come and pay his shilling ; 

Or, if your free unfettered apehood smart 

Beneath the tawdry cloak of borrowed art. 

Perform no wonders : simply sit and grin, 

And still the filthy dross will tumble in ! 

We will not carp if your performance tally 

With that which graced the long-lamented Sally 

We will not look upon you as a bore 

Because your feats have all been done before 

By other apes anterior to you. 

Some on the Halls and others at the Zoo. 

Then hie thee hither, " Barbary's nimble son," 

Not wistfully pendent from the " proffered bun," 

As in the days of Calverley, nor ground 

By swart ItaUans on their daily round. 

But washed with care and combed with loving pride, 

And full of rich comestibles inside. 

Then come, ye lissom Troglodytes that rove 

Blithe but untrousered through the spicy grove. 

Hearing the artless native murmur " Gosh ! " 

Stung by the impact of the heavy squash. 

Or leaving private ends to spank vi'ith mild, 

Corrective hand the Elephant his Child ; 

And ye that still in many a thievish clan 

Adorn the sacred fanes of Hindustan, 

Dusky Entellus, Hanuman and Rhesus, 

Come, and you'll all wax opulent as Croesus. 

Our Halls are yours, a monumental sum 

Shall constitute your honorarium. 

And you shall hold our undisturbed affection 

From now until the General Election ! 

March 1905. 
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TO "DUNK" 

(An ancient elephant in the National Zoo, Washington, D. C.) 

Bewrinkled ancient ! O'er thy warty crump 
A hundred years pass lightly as a feather, 

And, I opine, the angel Gabriel's trump, 

Will find thee still alive and tough as leather ; 

Thou and the shattered orb will take the count together. 

What ancient wisdom hums in thy inside. 

Of plashy Indus or Limpopo greasy ? 
(Your poet has to go a trifle wide 

In fixing local colour ; but it's easy, 
To roll a frenzied eye from Ganges to Zambesi.) 

And thou wast once a little chubby child. 

Browsing on toothsome cane and ripe banana. 

And hurling the detritus at the wild 
Orang Utang or other Quadrumana ; 

No dream of captive chains marred thy sublime manana. 

And then came man, some BosTOCK lost to shame. 
And thou about thy feet the hateful noose felt. 

Or maybe it was Barnum dished thy game. 
Or that intrepid Nimrod, Colonel Roosevelt, 

Gave thee a private taste of how our own Bull Moose felt. 
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They bound thee tightly with a captive's chain, 
And drew thee bawling from thy native gorges, 

And carried thee around upon a train, 
A spectacle for rustic Bills and Georges, 

The piece de resistance of Podunk's simple orgies. 

And then some statesman took thee in his care, 
Dubbed thee " deserving Democrat," or maybe 

Thou, entertaining greatness unaware. 
Toted some grateful Senator his baby, 

Or, in some film by Vitagraph or Kay Bee, 

Showed as the G. O. P.^ and made a hit ; 

At any rate they put thee on a pension. 
Plied thee with bales of hay and bade thee sit 

Taking thine ease, like others I could mention 
Who never voted wrong or bolted a convention. 

Farewell, majestic beast ! How blest thy lot ! 

No " landslide " threatens thine annihilation ; 
Parties may come and parties go to pot. 

Thou wilt remain to serve a grateful nation. 
An animate Capitol, a walking Union Station. 

August 191 5. 



* The *' Grand Old Party," i.e.^ the Republican Party. The elephant is 
its emblem. The bull moose is the emblem of the Progressive Paity. 
Theodore Roosevelt was its Presidential candidate in 1912, when he was 
defeated by President Wilson. 

C. H. B. 
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TO AN INFANT GNU 

Thomas (that may not be thine actual name 
But it will serve as well as any other), 

There be coarse souls to whom all flesh is game, 
Who do not hail thee as a new-born brother 

But merely as a thing at which to aim 

Their fratricidal guns ; they simply smother 

The sense, which 1 tor one cannot eschew. 

Of soul relationship 'twixt man and gnu. 



'Tis not, O surely not for such as these 
Those baby limbs are flung in lightsome capers ; 

Those puny bleatings were not meant to please 
Facetious writers for the daily papers ; 

Let baser beasts inspire the obvious wheeze. 
Wombats and wart-hogs, tortoises and tapirs ; 

These lack the subtle spell thy presence flings 

About the spirit tuned to higher things. 



Well could I picture thee, a dusky sprite. 
With Dryad hoofs on Thracian ledges drumming. 

When day is slipping from the arms of night 

And all the hushed leaves whisper, " Pan is coming ! 

And thou before him, leaping with delight, 

Stirring all birds to song, all bees to humming 

And buds to blossoming — but lo ! at hand 

A tablet reads, " C. Gnu, Nyassaland." 

35 



Thus they've described thy formidable sire, , 
A whiskered person with a chronic Uver. 

I feed him biscuits to appease his ire ; 

He eats the gift but fain would bite the giver. 

His eye is red with reminiscent fire, 
His thoughts are by the great Zambesi River 

Where hides the hippopotam, huge as sin, 

And slinking leopards with the dappled skin. 



No couches of the nymph and Bassarid, 
Or thymy meadows such as Simois glasses. 

Lured his exulting feet, my jocund kid, 

But veldt and kloof and waving jungle grasses, 

Where lurks the pjrthon with unwinking lid. 
And the lean Hon, growling, as he passes. 

His futile wrath against the hoarse baboons 

That drape the rocks in chattering platoons. 

Free of the waste he snuffed the breeze at morn, 
The fleet-foot peer of sassaby and kudu ; 

The hunting leopard feared his bristling horn, 
The foul hyaena voted him a hoodoo ; 

Browsing on tender grass and camel-thorn 

He roamed the plains, as all right-minded gnu do ; 

But now he eats the buns of discontent 

That once was lord of half a continent. 



And thou, my child, to whom harsh fate has dealt 
A captive's birthright — thou wilt never scamper 

With winged feet across the windy veldt. 

Where are no crowds to stare nor bars to hamper 

Thou wilt not ring upon the rhino's pelt 

In wanton sport. But there — why put a damper 

On thy young spirits by recounting what 

Africa is but Phoenix Park is not. 
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It would but grieve thee, and, moreover, I 

Note that thy young attention's growing looser. 

A piece of cake ? O fie ! my Thomas, fie ! 
The keeper said, " Please not to feed the gnu. 

And yet it seems a shame to pass thee by 
Without some slight confectionery douceur ; 

So here's a bun ; and let this thought obtrude : 

What matter freedom while there's lots of food ! 



Sir 



October 1917. 
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BEHEMOTH 

Blood-sweating Behemoth of Holy Writ, 

Sunk to the nose in Nile's sequestered ooze, 

Requires no exercise of mother wit 

Against the native's misdirected thews. 

He cares not if the assegais they use 

Miss by a mile or score a well-timed hit ; 

His iron flanks they have no power to slit, 

His adamantine crust they cannot bruise. 

The whistling war spears flung at him in slews 

Ring on his hide. He does not care a bit ; 

But sometimes — when he's full and fain would snooze — 

They wake him and he gets fed up with it, 

And bites in half their frivolous canoes. 

Deaf to the howls for mercy they emit. 

Chewing the luckless oarsmen where they sit 

And drowning other portions of the crews. 

And does the native, ravished of his kit. 

Foreswear the chase or fall into the blues ? 

Does he, I ask you, quietly submit, 

Leaving victorious Behemoth to muse 

In peace ? Not so ! The contest he renews, 
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But not this time with muscle or with grit 

But having first bethought him of a ruse. 

Now stealthy-careful see the black man flit 

Out to some muddy bank or sandy spit 

Such as the river horse is wont to use 

For slumber. There he digs a cunning pit 

And covers it with camouflaged bamboos. 

In falls the ponderous beast. Now let him split 

His sides with furious roars and wild boo-hoos ; 

The well-built prison house he cannot quit. 

Nay, though his offspring's melancholy moos 

Excite him till he nearly has a fit. 

Powerless to do the thing that he would choose, 

Irate but helpless as a new-born nit, 

A captive monarch, there he sits and stews. 

Then comes a German gentleman called Schmidt 

And buys him outright for a few poor sous 

(The wily native does not take a chit) 

And crates him up with elands and kudus. 

Worn out with listening to the liner's screws 

And gazing at the bow's upheaving sprit 

He lands at last in one of Europe's Zoos, 

And there we leave him — being told to " git 

Up " while his coarse but kind custodian strews 

His baled breakfast. Thither comes the cit 

GoggUng with awe, there proletarians twit 

And pig-tailed schoolgirls pass along in queues 

Saying " How gross a beast ! We much prefer the gnus ! 

There is a motto to this artless skit 

Which I believe will meet the readers views : 

Mere toughness of exterior unlit 

By bright intelligence will ever lose 

Since Folly's the one fault that Nature can't excuse. 

June 1919. 
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TATTERS 



No ordinary kind of dog was he, 
No thoroughbred of spotless pedigree ; 
He was in fact that motley kind of hound 
Sometimes preserved, but usually drowned, 
Wherein the more specific breeds contend 
To form a base, unutterable blend. 
Briefly he was a frank offence to Art, 
Yet when he died it nearly broke my heart. 

There are proud beasts who live luxurious days, 

Feeding off pheasant bones and mayonnaise ; 

With velvet coats and baskets lined with satin 

To grow bad-tempered and extremely fat in. 

Succumbing after lives of bestial ease 

To apoplectic fits or Bright's disease. 

Not such an one was poor neglected Tatters ; he 

Was rescued from the Lost Dogs' Home in Battersea 

By one whose blighted heart concealed a deep 

Yearning for something lovable but cheap. 

I led him home, and ever as I went 

Men eyed his shape with inward merriment. 

Or stayed their hurrying footsteps to engage 

In vulgar strictures on his parentage. 

I led him home and watched his pensive smile 

Digesting bones, and thus I mused the while : 

" Alas ! " I said (addressing the deceased), 
" Ill-favoured, outcast, miserable beast, 
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I too am poor ; together let us sup 

Ftom Penury's unappetising cup. 

I too from Pleasure's paths am held aloof 

(By a provoking paucity of oof) ; 

I too through life have found, no less than you, 

That kicks are plentiful and halfpence few. 

You may have talents that the fancier's eye 

Persistently refuses to descry ; 

And I've a turn for letters which I find 

Ever eludes the editorial mind. 

Each too, beneath a crude exterior case, 

Conceals a mind replete with every grace, 

But which, for reasons not profoundly clear, 

Still wastes its sweetness on the atmosphere. 

Come, faithful hound (I said), and with me share 

My somewhat plain but strictly wholesome fare." 

He came with pleasure, and until the end 
Remained a true and inexpensive friend. 
But now no more he'll gambol free from cares. 
And bite the butcher's hireling unawares ; 
No more incur the vile bull terrier's spleen or 
Resent the pampered pug dog's pert demeanour ; 
No more shall ill-bred youths his pride assail 
And tie tin cans to his protesting tail. 
Therefore the world seems dark again, for he 
Is gone, and oh, the difference to me ! 

April 1904. 
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TO A MOSQUITO 



Debarred the blood of politicians by 

An editor's, inexorable fiat ; 
With wells of inspiration running dry, 
And badly needing somebody to shy at, 
I turn to thee, small scion of the jungle, 
Of thee, elusive beast, this peaceful tongue'll 
Make discourse in a mournful threnody. 



The air is balmy and the setting sun 

Invites repose, when lo ! thy puny trumpet 
Informs mine ear that thou hast now begun 
Thy evening operations on my crumpet ; 
From one to other of my classic features 
Thou gambolest, O least of little creatures. 
Then comes a pause, and lo ! the thing is done ! 



And thou art vanished into empty space : 

In vain to paw the palpitating air ; 
Still more in vain to slap the injured place. 
In hopes to crush thee : thou art neveir there. 
Securely cached in some adjacent crarmy 
Thou smilest on thy labours so uncanny, 
And wl ettest thy proboscis for tbe chase. 
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A sudden swoop : an answering scream of pain : 
And lo ! a strong man writhing on the ground, 
TeUing, in language fearfully profane, 

What fate awaits thee, miscreant, when found, 
And thou dost hear with ill-concealed elation 
The tortured victim's yells of execration, 
And sallying forth dost bite the man again. 



The middle-aged, whose depilated crust 

'Has long been reft of Nature's crowning glory, 
Eye thy performances with frank disgust, 

And speak of thee in terms profoundly gory ; 
And when they hear thy reedy " vox humana " 
They swathe their apex in a blue bandana. 
Intent to dodge thy weapon's frantic thrust. 



And solid matrons, whom " those horrid flies " 

Have rendered more than usually fussy. 
As soon as thou appearest to their eyes 

Scatter before thee, screaming " Lawk a mussy ! " 
He only whose intrepid hide is tougher 
Than pelt of hippopotam thou dost suffer 
To 'scape the dire effects of thine emprise. 

The king his crown, the nobleman his crest 
Alike thou pinkest with thy rapid passes ; 
With equal appetite thou dost infest 

The shrinking top -knots of the middle classes. 
One comfort only have we : to remember 
How summer wanes anon, and cool September 
Will shortly wipe thee out, insidious pest ! 



August 1904. 

43 




TO A BUTTERFLY 

(At 8o° in the shade) 

Blest sprite, that flittest through the air 
'Neath summer suns, devoid of care, 
And underwear ; 

I envy thee, distracting fly. 
Thou look'st so fresh and cool, while I 
Can't, though I try. 

No collar donned at Fashion's beck. 
Depends, a moist and crumpled wreck. 
About thy neck ; 

No hard-boiled shirt, no fancy vest 
Lies nightmare-like on thine oppressed 
And simmering chest. 

I envy thee ; ah, would I too 
Might brave, untrousered, e'en as you, 
The public view. 
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A handkerchief, a string of beads 
Such as the Hottentot concedes 

To Custom's needs- 




These, and a brush or so of paint, 
I'd gladly wear without complaint, 
Only I mayn't ! 



August 1904. 
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TO A CURRIED PRAWN 

Slender but succulent scion of Ocean, 
Too early destroyed by a horrible fate, 

Moist are these eyes with a sense of emotion 

Whene'er they encounter thee prone on my plate. 

Nature designed thee to scamper and scurry 
In rock-guarded pools of the emerald sea ; 

Man but connects thee with aspic and curry, 
And eats thee ensandwiched, for supper and tea. 

What though the fishmonger class thee as shell-fish, 
Deceived by thy corselet of colourless drab, 

Thou hast an air indescribably elfish, 

A grace that is lacking in lobster and crab. 

Oft have I dreamed that a figure so eerie hid 
Secrets that Science declines to reveal ; 

Secrets that prove thee akin to the Nereid, 
Not, as supposed, to the oyster and eel. 

Still we devour thee, unfortunate Sessilide, 
Purchase thy delicate carcass for pelf ; 

Nay, if the thing made me just a bit less ill I'd 
Banish compunction and eat thee myself ! 

July 1905. 
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TO A SEAGULL 

Child of the air's ilhmitable zone, 
Thou spirit daughter of the sea and sky, 

Full many a bard has ta'en thee for his own. 
And so, of course, do I. 

In thee the winged symbol of Romance, 
The finer spirit panting to be free, 

Sees what, if only given half a chance, 
He might aspire to be — 

A soul ethereal, pining to discard 

All earthly ties and live at Nature's beck — 

And that, if I may say so, 's where the bard 
Is talking through his neck. 

Thou to the baser, more material mind 
Art but a wildfowl, and as such endued 

By kindly Nature with an unrefined 
But lively lust for food. 

Nor art thou such a thing as I should deem 
Could lend enchantment to a poet's views ; 

More cogent reasons urge thee as a theme 
For Algol's tragic Muse. 

O when, my bosom bound in triple brass, 
I lay on deck, a prey to fierce unrest. 

What time, a sailor, I designed to pass 
The Channel's foaming crest, 

Thine was the voice invoked mine ears, above 
The throb of engines and the tempest's breath. 

As I lay prone, and more than half in love 
With easeful death. 
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Thine was the genial but derisive yell 
That jeered at me as, striving all in vain 

To look as if I hadn't been unwell, 
I crept on land again. 

And later, tossing in a restless sleep 
Born of the swaying of the Irish Mail, 

I felt anew the terrors of the deep. 
And heard thy mocking wail. 

Once more (in dreams) I strewed that leeward bench, 
The helpless plajrthing of the raging blast. 

Feeling convinced that each internal wrench 
Would surely be my last. 

And now I never stroll upon the beach 
And watch thee soaring blithely overhead ; 

Or pause in Stephen's Green and hear thee screech 
For casual doles of bread. 

But poignant Memory conjures up anew 

That sickening hour when I essayed to brave. 

With ignominious results, the blue 
And oh ! so restless wave ! 

February 1907. 
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TO AN ENGLISH SPARROW 

The report that the English sparrow has appeared in southern California 
seems only too true. — Local Paper. 

Vulgarian, pushful and grimy, 

That lordest o'er chimney and cowl, 
Crying, " Gam there ! " or " 'Ook it, Gorblimey ! " 

In the wake of less bellicose fowl ; 
Thy behaviour is coarse and thy ear too 

Untrained in the musical art, 
But oh ! to behold thee is dear to 

An EngUshman's heart. 

Not thou that impossible spa!-row 

Which, perching on Lesbia's thumb. 
Entranced her susceptible marrow 

With the Latin for " Kissy come, come " ; 
Whose end, when the Parcae that cull us 

Removed him, was rendered sublime 
By the verse of a bard called Catullus, 

In vogue at the time. 

Not thine, when Diana is braiding 

Bright locks in her mirror the lake, 
To thrill with divine serenading 

The shadovi^ deeps of the brake ; 
Not thine to enlarge on the anguish 

Inspired by the sight of the rose. 
Or the loves of the lilies that languish 

When Zephyrus blows. 
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But thine at the hush of the twiUght 

To scuffle and fight in the eaves, 
Till the house-cat responds from the skylight, 

And the sleeper awakes and calls " Thieves ' 
Thine too, when the Pleiads and Taurus 

Light lovers to intimate walks, 
To intrude on their sighs with a chorus 

Of dissolute squawks. 



Then wherefore, domesticus Passer, 
Is the sight of thee dear to my ken, 

As sweet as the oil of Macassar 
To the apex of elderly men ? 

Dull-feathered, ill-mannered, ungainly, 
As a vocalist frankly absurd. 

Thou art still (to express myself plainly) 
The hell of a bird. 



Ay, travel the orbis terrarum, 

Buenos Ayres, New York, Adelaide ; 
To the land of the lotus and arum. 

To the ice where the Eskimos trade ; 
And wherever mankind has dominion. 

And there's business and bustle and stir. 
Thou, borne on adventurous pinion, 

Art sure to occur. 



Thou too hast the EngUshman's habit 

Of settUng in alien climes ; 
Thou too, hke that other, the rabbit. 

Dost multiply freely at times ; 
Thou too by a rooted objection 

To desisting till utterly dead 
Hast tinted Mercator's projection 

A delicate red. 
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Here, hemmed by the sleepy Pacific, 

And the mountain's primordial crust, 
And the Mohave desert, prolific 

In " rattlers " and alkali dust. 
Men scorned thee, redoubtable rover, 

Saying " Look you, the bird is no class ! 
Let us hope he may never come over 

Tehachepi's pass." 

But thou comest, O blest among creatures ; 

I gaze on thee fresh from the Strand ; 
And a tear courses over my features 

And falls with a plop on the sand ; 
And a vision half sad, half ecstatic, 

Brings back to me days that are dead. 
When thou hauntedst my Bloomsbury attic 

And • squabbled for bread. 

Then long mayest flourish, O sparrow, 

Long lord it o'er chimney and cowl ; 
And speed like the flight of an arrow 

In chase of inferior fowl. 
One house-top at least thou shalt sit on, 

Well assured of thy guerdon of crumbs. 
And welcome the immigrant Briton 

Whenever he comes. 

Los Angeles, Cal., 
September 1907. 



THE LIGHTED WAY 

Little beam of purest ray 

Lying like a path of glory 
Through the chimney-pots that sway 

Over London's topmost story, 
Lighting to the knightly fray 
Pussies black and brown and gray, 
Lovesick tenors young and gay, 

Whiskered bassos old and hoary, 
Shining from my attic room 
Thou dost lure them to their doom. 

How could I without thine aid 
Greet their ill-timed serenade ? 
How discover in the dark 
If the hair-brush found its mark. 
Or distinguish hits from misses 
As the whistling soap-dish hisses. 
Lifting like a bursting bomb 
James, the next door neighbour's Tom ? 
Now by nailing half a kipper 
Neath thy radiance I can down 
(Aiming carefully at the brown 
With a bootjack or a slipper) 

Half the amorous cats in Town. 
Now as I remove my boots 
I can count the stricken brutes, 
Chalking as I pass to bed 
On the wall above my head, 
" Thirteen wounded, seven dead." 
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Men have strafed the surly Fritz 
In the neighbourhood of " Wipers," 

Bombed the artless Turk to bits, 
Potted his elusive snipers. 

Blown his comfortable lair 
Like a nest of stinging vipers 

Several hundred feet in air ; 

But the sport was tame, I wis, 

In comparison with this, 

When the bottle built for stout 

Lays the chief soprano out, 

And the heavy letter-weight 

Drums on her astonished mate. 

Ginger Bill, the bass, who falls 

Uttering fearful caterwauls. 



(Later.) Baleful shaft of light. 

Blazing like a ruddy beacon, 
Guiding through the starless night 

Zeppelins that come to wreak on 
Sleeping Londoners the might 
Of Teutonic schrecklichkeit, 
Tears bedew the pillow white 

Which I lay my blenching cheek on, 
For the minion of the law. 

Who in peace-time droops and drowses. 
From a point of vantage saw, 

Gleaming high above the houses, 
Thee, incriminating ray. 
And — there is a fine to pay. 



London, 

November 191 6. 
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TO TOWSER 

No pampered pound of peevish fluff 

That goggles from a lady's muff 

Art thou, my Towser. In the Park 

Thy form occasions no remark 

Unless it be a friendly call 

From soldiers walking in the Mall, 

Or the impertinence of pugs 

Stretched at their ease on carriage rugs. 

For thou art sturdy and thy fur 

Is rougher than the prickly burr, 

Thy manners brusque, thy deep " bow wow ' 

(Inherited, but Lord knows how !) 

Far other than the frenzied yaps 

That emanate from ladies' laps. 

Thou art, in fact, of doggy size 

And hast the brown and faithful eyes, 

So full of love, so void of blame, 
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That fill a master's heart with shame 

Because he knows he never can 

Be more a dog and less a man. 

No champion of a hundred shows, 

The prey of every draught that blows, 

Art thou ; in fact thy charms present 

The earmarks of a mixed descent. 

And, though too proud to start a fight 

With every cur that looms in sight, 

None ever saw thee quail beneath 

A foeman worthy of thy teeth. 

Thou art, in brief, a model hound. 

Not so much beautiful as sound 

In heart and limb ; not always strong 

When nose and eyes impel to wrong. 

Nor always doing just as bid, 

But sterling as the minted quid. 

And I have loved thee in my fashion. 

Shared with thy face my frugal ration, 

Squandered my balance at the bank 

When thou didst chew the ppstman's shank, 

And gone in debt replacing stocks 

Of private cats and Plymouth Rocks. 

And when they claimed the annual fee 

That seals the bond 'twixt thee and me. 

Against harsh Circumstance's edge 

Did I not put my fob in pledge 

And cheat the minions of excise 

Who otherwise had ta'en thee prize ? 

And thou with leaps of lightsome mood 

Didst bark eternal gratitude 

And seek my feelings to assail 

With agitations of the tail. 

Yet are there beings lost to grace 

Who claim that thou art out of place. 

That when the dogs of war are loose 

Domestic kinds are void of use. 

And that a chicken or a hog 
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Should take the place of every dog, 
Which, though with appetite endued, 
Is not itself a source of food. 
What ! shall we part ? Nay, rather we'll 
Renounce the cheap but wholesome meal 
That men begrudge us, and we'll take 
Our leave of bones and puppy cake. 
Back to the woods we'll hie, and there 
Thou'lt hunt the fleet but fearful hare, 
Pursue the hedge's prickly pig. 
Dine upon rabbits' eggs and dig 
With practised paw and eager snuffle 
The shy but oh ! so toothsome truffle. 

February 1917. 



THE PATRIOT'S REWARD 

Narcissus, in that fateful hour 

When Britain's belt was tightly buckled 
Against the prowling U-boat's power, 

Thou earnest to us newly suckled ; 
And oh ! if interest ties the knot 

That binds us to our fellow-creatures. 
Be sure we loved thee on the spot, 

My pigling with the pensive features. 



No niggard hand it was that found 

Thy punctual fare, nor short the measure 
Of garbage brought from miles around 

Aiid meal that cost its weight in treasure ; 
But ever as the U-boat u'd 

And lunch grew relatively lighter 
We filled thee up with wholesome food 

And watched thy tensile skin grow tighter. 



Artless as is the wanton faun 

And agile as the Hooluck gibbon. 
The children " walked " thee on the lawn. 

Tied with a bow of orange ribbon ; 
And aye as irksomer grew the task 

Of fending off the Hun garotters 
In our mind's eye — if you must ask — 

We ate thee up from tail to trotters. 
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But Fate, as oft, declined to pour 

Our cup of grief till it was quite full ; 
You scarce had turned your seventh score 

When straightway Fritz became less frightful ; 
And argosies came home to port 

As safe as though some inland lake on, 
Laden from keel to groaning thwart 

With tender ham and toothsome bacon. 

No need, old sport, to slay thee now. 

Yet in our hearts the thought we'll cherish 
That for our sakes. Narcissus, thou. 

So young, so fair, wast like to perish ; 
And, as the years of Peace go by 

And war becomes a fireside story, 
" Thank Heaven," we'll cry, " thou didst not die, 

But lived to reap the fruits of glory ; 

" Assimilating in repose 

Thy fragrant fare of tops and peelings, 
Or making all the garden close 

Echo with pregustative squealings. 
Or basking when the sun is high. 

Within thy chamber's cool recesses 
While some fair child with practised eye 

Combs with a rake thy tangled tresses." 

And ever, as new twilights burn 

Low, and our offspring, loudly yelling. 
Hurry the well-heaped votive urn 

To thy obscure but ample dwelling, 
" Ready at need thou wast to give 

Thy life," they'll say, " that want might miss us. 
For ever, therefore, shalt thou live 

With us and be our love. Narcissus." 

March 1919. 



THE BUNS OF EXILE 

** To me the Zoo is one of the saddest sights in the world." — John 
Galsworthy. 




It gave me a distinct shock when 
I read it. I have always enjoyed 
my Sunday afternoons at the 
Zoo, always taken at its face 
value the air of nourished ease 
that sits so well upon the more 
popular of its denizens. My 
own favourites have never re- 
ceived me with anything but 
friendly if expectant smiles. 
How was I to know that trage- 
dies of pent-up longing.unfulfil- 
led desire, corroding nostalgia lay beneath the mask of 
friendship, indifference, or contempt ? I mention indiffer- 
ence and contempt because it would be idle to pretend that I 
am accorded the same warmth of greeting in all quarters of 
the gardens. The wart-hog, for example, plainly regards me 
as a mere cipher. He does not like buns, and an earnest 
attempt to propitiate him with a pail of nice ripe swill merely 
led to a misunderstanding with the officials of the Under- 
ground Railway. 

The Egyptian cat, again, has never been ordinarily pleasant 
with me. Indeed, this irascible personality, I am informed, 
has only been once known to smile, and that was when a 
bibulous bus-driver called him " pretty pussy " and tried to 
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tickle his neck. The keeper declares it was what the bus- 
driver said that made the cat smile. For myself, after my 
initial failure to arouse his interest with a clockwork mouse 
on a string, I have simply passed by on the other side where 
the mongooses live. 

But these surly or indifferent ones had always seemed to 
me the exception. In the main I had always found my 
friends, furred, feathered, or scaled, to be possessed of a 
generous share of cheery philosophy, sparkling wit, and even 
of undisguised but never ill-bred levity. Were their lives 
then, mere travesties of existence, tragedies of prison yard 
and cell, an endless beating against bars of tortured spirits 
crying to be free ? I should never have supposed it, and yet 
Mr. John Galsworthy assures me it is so, and on such 
subjects as prison bars, wife-beating navvies, unjust judges, 
defaulting solicitors' clerks and other symbols of oppression 
he has always been to my simple mind an authority from 
which appeal seemed superfluous. How could he be mistaken 
about it ? And yet . . . 



I took the first train to Regent's Park. On the way I 
thought out a plan of campaign. My friends — biped, 
quadruped, and multiped — should hide nothing from me in 
the goodness of their hearts. Their painful secret, if it 
existed, I would compel them to share with me at all costs. 

I decided to begin on James, the dromedary. Our friend- 
ship has been more or less one-sided, and, while his dry 
humour appeals to me, it has always seemed to me to savour 
unnecessarily of the mordant. 

" Well, James," I began, " I suppose you have seen it ? " 
James eats the paper every day, being interested, or so he 
says, in some relatives who are fighting in Mesopotamia. 
James is incUned to swank about the War, and Ukes to 
pretend that he is waiting to be called to the colours. The 
fact is he is well over military age and would never be 
categoried higher than B.3. 

" Of course I saw it," replied James somewhat testily. 

60 



" Rather a lot of bilge, betwefen you and me," he added, 
carefully measuring the distance between the lapel of my 
coat and the top of the railing. 

" Are you sad ? " I asked, gently disentangling the brim of 
my hat from James's upper lip. (His length is as good as 
ever, but his direction isn't what it used to be.) 

" Personally, I am never sad," he replied. " There is so 
much of interest within our grasp if we only keep our outlook 
unimpaired. But you must not expect me to speak for these 
wild animals. Of their crude emotions I know nothing." 

James, who has eaten more keepers than anyone else in 
the menagerie, rather overdoes, in my poor opinion, this 
affectation of being tame. But his remark gave me to think. 
After all, his race has been inured to the sway of man for 
countless generations, though the man does not live that can 
become inured to the sway of James and his kith. I must 
seek my information eslewhere. I bade James farewell. 

" What, not one ? " he demanded disgustedly. I explained 
that no buns were to be had, but finally compromised on an 
old tobacco pouch which I had intended to throw away. 
James expressed a grudging satisfaction. 

I passed on to the abode of an old and tried friend. 
Grumpy, the venerable bison, whose shaggy exterior and 
repellent demeanour hide a heart of gold. Grumpy is never 
subject to moods. This is partly because his rations have 
not been curtailed by the War. Buns he never cared for, 
and the occasional lump of kitchen salt that I bestow on him 
suffices to keep us on terms of closest intimacy. On the 
other hand, no one has ever suspected Grumpy of being 
flippant or Laodicean. 

" Will you please give me your views, your real views, on 
captivity ? " I asked him when the customary greetings had 
been exchanged. Grumpy snorted. There is only one 
person in the world who can snort like Grumpy, and that is 
an elderly Conservative M.P. whom I sometimes meet at the 
club. He snorts just like that when anyone mentions Dis- 
establishment. 
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" As a matter of fact," replied Grumpy, " I was born in 
captivity, old as I am. But my father used to tell me of the 
old days before he was — er — civilized." 

" Did he miss them much } " I asked. " I mean the 
' far-rolling prairie ' and all that." 

" He never said so," repUed Grumpy. " He used to boast 
of all the fights he had won ; but between you and me I 
think they — er — brought him into the fold just in time. He 
had been badly mauled the week before by a big young bull, 
and it's almost certain the coyotes would have got him." 

" But the ' thunder of a million hooves,' and so forth } " 
I murmured, faintly mindful of my Mayne Reid and Feni- 
MORE Cooper. 

" Oh, that," said Grumpy shortly, " that's all moonshine. 
Father said they only ran when Indians were after them or 
there was a fire. What he liked was to sit all day in the mud." 

I derived much satisfaction from my brief chat with 
Grumpy. But after all his impressions were only second- 
hand. I determined to speak to Isabella, the hippopotamus. 
But Isabella was peevish because her bath was insufficiently 
warm. Besides, we are not particular friends. Giving 
Isabella a bun is like handing a ten-shilling note to a War 
Bond Tank. Nothing less than a myriad such contributions 
makes enough impression on her to earn a collective grunt of 
appreciation. For myself, I like my buns to produce what 
the patent medicines call " instant relief " in the face of the 
donee. 

With Jiji Shimpo, the Japanese ape, I was scarcely more 
successful. " Fleas are fleas," said Jiji brusquely, " whether 
captured on the heights of Fuji-yama or in Regent's Park." 
" Banzai," he added, which I take to be the Japanese for 
" Got him ! " 

Lastly I took my questions to Tom, the piping crow. He 
of all the denizens of the Zoo is most truly my guide, philo- 
sopher and friend. He combines wit with discermnent, 
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wide faculties of observation with fluent powers of expression. 
I unearthed from my pocket a twist of paper containing four 
suhanas and a torpid cockroach. I had stood in a queue 
exactly three hours for the sultanas. The cockroach I had 
come by more easily. Tom listened sympathetically while I 
unfolded my troubles. His repUes were a masterpiece of 
considered logic. 

" We animals," he observed, " have been rightly described 
by a French philosopher as ' happy Uttle stomachs.' All our 
other emotions are transitory, but hunger is with us always. 
When not actually asleep we are either eating or looking for 
something to eat (thank you). Hunger is the mainspring of 
all our actions. In the next cage but one to this you will find 
a godwit, a very decent fellow, by the way, who used to 
travel every year from Greenland to Patagonia and back in 
search of food. He tells me that they went in flocks, and the 
chance of surviving the journey was less than that of a soldier 
going over the top in Flanders (thank you). 

" You ask," he went on, " if we are happy in captivity. 
Once we realise that we are not to be hurt and that food is 
to be had for the asking, we are happy provided we are not 
sick. Mark you, I do not say that all captivity is pleasant. 
Even here there is room for improvement. Insufficient 
variety of diet (thank you), too close a confinement, the sub- 
jection to improper temperature, the proximity of unpleasant 
neighbours — all these drawbacks occur more or less. But 
they are remediable. Confinement as such, if accompanied 
by plenty of food, opportunities for exercise, companionship 
and self-development, is not objectionable. After all," he 
added, " your respectable business man, who spends his life 
between his villa and his office, is as much a captive (thank 
you) as we are. His idea that he is free is an illusion. Man," 
concluded my friend — a little maliciously, it seemed to me — 
" is at least consistent. He shackles himself with habits and 
conventions and needs and encumbrances as much as he 
imprisons us with bars and wire-netting." 

Tom paused expectantly. There was only the cockroach 
left. 
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" One more question," I said, " and I am done. How is 
it that you never strike that last note of ' Pop ! goes the 
weasel ' right ? " 

He looked at me thoughtfully. 

" You humans," he said, " hanker after perfection. That 
is why you know so little about happiness (thank you)." 

January 191 8. 
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